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money he had received for a disguise. For half an hour
Peter waited in the shadows of a side street leading to the
sea, but at last, cold, disconsolate, expecting to be arrested
at any minute, he walked up to the Grand Rue de Pera,
crossed that busy thoroughfare like a sheeted ghost, and
dipped down into the ruins beyond.

While sitting amongst the tombstones, wondering what
to do next, fate sent him a fat boy.
" Give me your clothes," said Peter, seizing him.
" Who are you ? " asked the terrified boy, beginning to
cry.

" A brigand ! "

Thereupon the boy dried his tears and took off his
clothes in a business-like way. Brigands were common : he
did not much mind being robbed, but had been afraid that
Peter was one of the djinns that haunt the cemeteries of
Islam.

Peter gave him a good tip and took his coat and
trousers : his boots he rejected, being unable to squeeze
into them. For several days he dodged about the city,
wearing hospital slippers and a coat whose sleeves reached
halfway down his arm, until, just when his strength and
his funds were exhausted, he found a house to give him
shelter. From here he made a plan to escape, but was
recaught through treachery at the docks, and taken back
to the Military Prison,

And now fate had brought us together again : I did
not doubt that we would engage on more adventures.

An aeroplane raid varied the monotony of my days. A
bomb exploded close, and shattered half the glass in the
prison- All the prisoners ran into the passages, myself
included; and ia contrast to the panic inside, I saw a